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SYNOPSIS
Jo Weaton, fourteen years old, decide

to make a aucceaa of lit fuiher' run.
duwn farm. lis rnd the liitunt aclmtlilc
book. Mr. Boniervlll, a marrhunt asraae
to belp biro.

Jm'i father to pamlmlstlc. Hn enerre
at book farming-- end Look fiirmur. Mr

omorvllld, struck Willi Joo'a bu.aiin-.H-

ability ami ambition, bark lilin la prliu
urnprlitioua i

Paaeeraby on the. roml liiurnr to vuU--
Job operate. The enwra Unit wen in

vkJoiico at first ..oii givo way to look
of eurin-laa-

. J" to allowing I ham some.
Uiitie" a a fanimr .

otwv iti"i'i rwwnmBTn irrnrnmur
fauna away. Ifn waiclue Jc. work. (In

MB him perforin wonuVra wllh tli soil.
; Be aoon to aa entliuwiintlo Jot'. Ilia

nuveralod i,ltu Mr. BotnurvUiu
Joaa corn Ui tna wuniu--r or tn rounrry-Wit- h

nionay be received from a
commlaalon nun-hun- t for bla product bo
atarta a bank account, which ba proudly
exhibit to bla tulh.ir.

Thar to a ronatiint ilemnna ror tho corn
Jo la rulaliuc, In th prlae competition
Joe mnkAa tj buahvla on an acre at a
aoat of 112.30. .

It la annoutirrd that
book farmer, won the fleet corn prlra for
bla oounty. Ilia fnthar any. "Son. I'm
powerful proud of ya."

Joa la overwhelmed with Jiy at receipt
of a telegram that lis lino ha won aula
ehamplonahlp. With the money he paye
off part of th fnrm'a Indrbti'dneaa. Il
also arlna trip to Whit llouaa

Joe dreerlbee to bla mother and alatur
bla trip to the White lloUMt and hie talk
with th preeldent. Than he fm bark to
the farm which now to th talk of the
entire eountryalda.

Jo meet Trm Kaietoa. a boy of about
hla own aa. Tom to fmm the north and
la In quest of health. The lUlaton boy
father to wealthy, and Jo and Tom

faft (rteoda.

CHAPTER XI.

Joe's Father Studies.
went ahead with his

mOE on his own acre, the
land that be bad used the

year. He had sowed It
down In rye as a winter cover crop
and to prevent washing of the soil and
at the same time to afford a winter
pasture fur the stuck and pigs. The
rye was to be turned under when the
ground was first broken lu the spring.
Mr Weston und planted all acres lu
oats, but pruposed to let them mature
after having been grafted by the stock
during the winter.

In bla spare time Joe now hauled
leaves; but. since there was stork on
the place, the leaves were not applied,
direct to the Intnl. The cows and
burse were hcdih-- In the leaves, and

covered eu 'was built buck of tho
barn Into which the leaves and bed-din- s'

from the stalls were thrown each
day.

"Ain't no use In bulldln' a fertilize'
pen, Joe," objected Ills father when the
subject was llrst nientluiipd. "Just
pitch It out there tinder the eaves, an'
the ruin and water 'II help nit It."

"yes, ami over half Its value' will be
running off In wnato water toward the
creek." said Jims. "The water will lake
most of tho ammonia and a heap of the
nitrogen and phosphoric add and such ,

out of It No; le'a keep It dry until we
are ready to apply It; then It will not
lose lis strength. There's a govern-
ment bulletin on the care of barnyard
fertilizer. Haven't you rend It?"

"No; I ain't lind lime yet. I've got
no much to learn an' so milch to rend.
An' you know rendln' Is mighty linrd
work for me. I ain't hud as much
acbnolln' In all my life as you've had
a'renily."

Joe felt sorry for his father, who
seemed so keenly conscious of late re-

garding Ills own limitations. Joe
sought to make him feel easier.

"Well, It Isn't, strange you haven't
' rend it there are so many of them

but I hnve. and that's what It says

nlsiut Inking care of the fertilizer:
Folks lose from 1!." to (Hi er cent of the
valuo letting It stay out In tho Weath-

er."
"All right, then;' let's lix a shelter

for It."
"And I'll tell you what, pa," suggest-

ed ,Im. "l.et'8 go through Hint pile of
bulletins and pick out the ones that
will help us right now read some one
every night While I study my lessons it

you read as much ns you enn on the
bulletin. Then when I get through
with the school books I'll rend nlond

what you've been rending, and we'll

talk about It as we go along."
That's Just a line Ideet"

"We'll sort out that pile tonight and
make a start" to

Accordingly after supier Joe, and his

father went through the armful of

finished the one on Jniyarf
they tooK two evemiiK"
discuss It.

"Tell you what. Joe, said Mr. Wes- -

ton the second there bill- -

....... im lila Kmv. "
icuu uus given mo

n ,.,, of tho biggest ex--

neiises lu furuiiu' right Is this

.''.""".."''.
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"Now, I see by thi her bulletin." (aid
Joe'a lethee.

ruinnieri'liil fertilizer. Seems lo inc If
we could find wiinethlii' to tulce Its
place wo could stive a whole lot.

Units Just the thing .we "want to
do Instead of paying the fertilizer fac-
tories for 1L do our own nianufactur
Ing "

.-
(-

"Sure, nn' make the profit .'ourselves.
Ton know and I kuv the commercial
fertilizer Is gone In a year. Maylie a
little of the phosphsto stays In the soil
for the next year, but nut enough to
do any gotl. (iot to buy again next
year."

'

"That's so."
"Now, see by this hern bulletin

we've Just rend tlmt an exerlinent
showed that seven years after a piece
of soli was treated with burnynrd fer
tllUer lt showed effects of the stuff as
against a piece of the same land treat-
ed with commercial fertilizer. Tbut
showed no trace hardly after the sec-

ond year."
"ooka like the thing to do is to fig-

ure the way to get more barnyard stuff
and buljd the land up so It will stay
built," commented Joe.

"That's Just what I mean, son. Stop
the outgo for the commercial chemical
stuff."

"How are wo going to do It V
"It's goln' to tic slow work. In the

first pluce. we've got to hnve more cat-
tle, an' we've got pmctk-all- no money
now. But we can do this: Winter Is
on, an' fulks will sell cattle cheap rath-
er than 'etu. We ought to be able
to pick up a dozen or so half starved
little calves for next to nothing. We
can get credit at the bank ror a hun-
dred dollars, an' I think we lietter put
It In calves."

"Say," observed Joe. "that's s per-
fectly fine scheme. I know where I

can buy two s old calves now
for $'i apiece."

"An" I'll start tomorrow to bust up
six or seven acns more an' put lu
more oats. It's late. 1 know, but they
will make nil right. That will give
winter grazing and stuff to feed on nn'
straw to lied 'ein In nn' turn under
later. We inn pull them calves through
without much cont until grass comes
out; then next ntunnier put every foot
of ground we can In pea vine hay."

I'eas are fine for the land collect
llr())jen fnu tne r ,, Htore lt 0I

the roots In those little bumps 'no
dnles' the Issik calls them." said Joe
"Then the leaves that fall from the
pea vines help put humus In the land
along with the decaying rinits."

"So with the oats and pea vine hay
and fodder we will be well llxed to
lake a big herd of cattle through next
winter, ami what nubbin corn we
raise," said Mr. Weston. "We'll keep
the cattle up at night. Icd 'em In
leaves an' straw, compost It. und we've
got a good start on fertilizer. In two
years more we ought to have those
calves In prime tlx for Is'ef cuttle und
get $ot apiece for 'em."

"That looks mighty' flue," nssentcd
Jis. "Ilesldes. the oats being grazed
by the cuttle wil help the oalx. and
the land will .got the beneltt of what
fertilizer is dropped there then., and
that will amount to a heap."

"Then." continued Mr. Weston, "I
figure that this next fall, instead of
selling our cotton 'need. we. ought to
swap It to the oil mill for cottonseed
meal and hulls. There's a heap of fat-
tening stuff In the meal, and it forms

bo tit a fourth of theso commercial
fertilizers mid furnishes nitrogen. Mix
the menl and hulls and feed It to our
cattle. Wo get the beuellt of the fat-
tening for the ticcves an' theu have the
rest of It with the nitrogen lu It for the
land."

"Say, you were late getting started,
but you sure arc farming Hike an tip

date farmer now!" enthused Joe.
"Trj'ln' to niake up for lost time.

son. we ll nave somethiir yet, nn
me
for

fir1w;r fo(. tw nm) mm j6
imk ,)r,,lt of m or 75 per c,,Ilt u

each nulmul."
,nmrIit1, ' a,,mitted

I
iM11 """. " ' t

"X. V Just Droko.cveu on nan- -

bulletins ami picked you
Rovernment out,, Well, us 1 was sayln', In this sche
about a dozen to form their course of

our b(ipf cUleAfter ' ' 'study until summer. nothing, get the benellt of perninn.fwilllwrN,
"

..

evening, "tlwit

'
. . t

here

jcr

I

'
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dllug th. cattle t would pay Hi, for
the good we will get In fertlllter for
the land and to slop the outgo for
ohomfrnl atuff infh tmi tttif wa'11.. ..
make money on 'cm. big money."

"If we keep pluiilliiK peas and Ai-
ling the ground with the roots full of
nitrogen and pluming cover crops in
winter anil grazing It unl turning un-

der Htublilu mid putting rutted leave
and hi raw and curiiHialkH ttiitl xtuble

mixed In this land In five
years we'll hnre the richest place In
the county, .continued Mr. Weston

"Well. I'm going to go hunting for
scrubby half starved calves." said Joe.
"I'll Usk oil the buys at school If they
have any to sell for cash, und you go
and get the money from the bank."

"All right, mid first thing we know
we'll have u fertilizer factory here
that will be .paying us biggest sort of
prollts!" said Mr .Weston. ;

Joe wuh on his way to school n few
days later when he saw a boy about
Ids own ime apiu inching lilin on a nice
bay pony. Tile .noy was evidently a
city yoiiih, and. seeing Joe. he rein-
ed up,-

"Hello!" he remarked. In a frienilly
tune, lie was a nice, manly looking
boy. bin ry thin and pale.

"Hello, yourself!" answered Joe.
stopping umr sizing hllil up. Joe liked
his looks, but tliouylit he was remark
ubly puny in uppc.'iraiice.

'you're Joe Weston, lite champion
corn grower, aren't you?" he said. Joe
niMhlcd. '"'"! saw your picture in the
papers, but 1 thought yon .were a hea
bigger than you are. I've wanted t

meet you."
".Much obliged." said Joe. "Who ure

you?"
"Excuse tne for not telling. I'm Tom

Itnlstoii. Tuther bought that big old
plantation of Major Dean's down the
road tibout two miles. We've only been
here a. couple of weeks."

"Where you from?"
"Vp north. I'm Just over a spell of

typhoid and awfully weak. Then
mother is not strong, and we wanted
to get nwny from the hard winters up
there, so father bought this old house
and plantation for a winter home. He
can't stay here all the time, but he will
come down and hunt and fish whenever
he can get off. He's about worn bim
self out working. Owns a big factory.

"Well, I'm glad you all have moved
In the neighborhood, and hope you'll
like It Ever lived In the country be
fore?"'

"Never hnve. but I think it's fine,
what I hnve seen of It!" said Tom. with
entbuslusm.

"Come over and see me some time.
It's easier fur you to come to see me
than for me to go to your bouse: you're
got a pony, and I have to noof lt or ride
one of tho work horses.

"Sure will, and thank you for asking
me. It's kind of lonely until one gets
acquainted. How far you going?"

'"Bout a mile, to the schoolhouse."
"Hop up behind me, and I'll give you

a lift. This iK)ny rides as easy as
rocking cbnlr rocks. Come on!" He
extended his band. Joe placed one foot
In the stirrup und vaulted up behind
him. The pony was Indeed a fine one.
liy the tlmo they reached the school
house the two boys were well started
on a friendship. Several of the boys at
the school ' crowded about as they
rode up.

"Say, fellers!" called Joe. "This is
Tom Ualston. His folks bought the old
t'ean place and. Just moved in. He's
been mighty sick with fever an' ain't
strong yet, but he wants to get ac
quainted. hen yon get a chance go
over and see bim.

"Wish you would." ndded Tom.
"Some of the gang will be over Sat

urday, sure, announced lteddy Hay
wood. "I'leased to meet you: Won't
you 'light un' rest your saddle?" Iteddy
wus doing the elegant as host for the
school.

-- o: muen obliged, (iot to go to
town and do some errands for mother,
but 1 11 come over once in awhile at
nvess ana see you fellows. Glad to
hnve met you. and so long!" Ho wav
ed a farewell, and the pony sped down
tne roiul.

The boys talked him over ni-- 1 decid
ed he "would do." Several expressed
the opinion ilmt he looked sort of
"sissy" und feeble.

"If you'd been in bed nine weeks
with typhoid you'd look Just as bad."
retorted Joe. "An' If 1 hear of miy- -
body Imposing on hlm until he gets
strong enough to take cure of himself
they've got tne lo whip. He's a
stranger an' a Yankee boy. and the
decent thing Is for us nil to.net like
gentlemen an' make hlm welcome to
our neighborhood like we'd appreciate
his doing If up In tho neck
of the wimjiIs where lie comes from."'

"Joe's right!" exclaimed lledd'y Hay-
wood. When these two leaders of the
school agreed on u nialter It was set-
tled In so far as that crowd of boys
was coticeriied.

In two Weeks Tom Imd got strong
enough to stand considerable exercise,
with the dally horseback rides and the
fresh. Invigorating air of the country.
He very much possessed wllh tho
Idea of going on a possum hunt,

"I can fix that all right." assured
Joe. "I'll seo old Undo Jeff Johnson
that old darkey who lives up thu road;
he'll take Us. He's got some good
possum dogs. I'll tell bim to come and
sie you when the time Is right and
we'll go. Old Uncle ltuhe that works
here on this pluce of yours Is a good
hunter too."

CHAPTER XII.
Off on a Possum Hunt.

1110 next Saturday Joo rode one

II of the work horses down to
the Ualston pluce nnd wns
explaining to Tout how be

could tench Tom to be a nood shot.
wnen uncio Jeff suuilled arouud tho
cortior Of tho house.

fnrn1n nAiinm r n
Reeg ,ou we ter fl r he Mte(j
o. hl, ha, Dn
prllk.d nlmgeIf n mann g he. . . '
MMniii7Hi r nnn .ir ftm ......i. i

lies of the county before the war.
"Very well, thank you." answered

the boys. "How's your heultli. Dncle
Jeff?" -

"Powerful norely. rHJWerfut porely. I
has do rheuinatlz an' da dynpepsy, but
i in tnuiiKrul hit ain' no wusg. Jes'
think of nil do iMimontu t moot i,,.- -

i eri ain't got. Dat's wln.t I'm thankful
fer."

"Hope you will get better soon." as-
sured Tom. '

.

"Tliimky. siih, en 1 hos;s yo' Injoys
de same blessln'."

"How nbont the possums." inquired
Joe. - v.;.:.'-

"Dat's persackly '

whut I come up
hyar ter see yo' nil erbout. Mnrse Tom.
Yo wuz erbout wantln' ter go
possum htintiu' en ter tas'e er baked
possum wid yam taiers swlminlu' In
do gravy on do side."

"h. yes; I'd love to do Isith."
"Well, uow's do time."
"How do you know. Cjicle Jeff?"
"Oil. I knows, lip moon Is In de fust

quarter, Jes' erniiir ter give er little
light en not erniilT ter th'ovv er shad
dor Kr possum Is er powerful cow-

ardly varmint, en ho won't feed on et
bright moonlight night. His own shad,-de-

sUeers im. An' den lilt's sorter
nlpplu' en frosty, en er' possum ain'
Utteu ter eat lcss'u lie be dressed en
put (n top of er 'shingle roof fer de
fros' fer soak In 'Im all do night."

"till, that's foolishness! Why woU't.
u refrigerator do lis well? .The object
Is (he nnluinl heat out of tho
carcass." niiswered Tom.

.'"Mont be foolish, but 1 wunts ter ax
yer one qtieschuu.' Who started dis yer
business er etu In' possums niggers,
whut 'pen's ou de fros', or wite folks.
whut has dese hyar free.oratcrs huh?'

"1 don't know," admitted Tom sheep
islily.

"Iu co'se you dunno. Hit wuz de
niggers, en dat's de way de niggers
fixes possums. Can't nobody but er
nigger cook er possum Jes' right nei
ther? I'd as soon eut er duwg ez er
possum cooked by any one else en ou
less de fros' bus soaked In lin."

Joe had been an umuscd listener.
"That's a fact, Tom, about nobody but

a darky knowing bow to cook possums
Just exactly right Why, Colonel Alns-wort-

who lived down the river from
here, got to speculating hi cotton and
made a whole lot of money. He under
took to put on a great deal of style then

had his bouse fixed over and sent to
New Orleans and got a French chef,
and the first entertainment was a big
possum supper to a lot of his cronies
from New Orleans, i'ou Just ought to
hear the colonel tell about it

That Frenchman didn't know bow
to cook possums, and he brought them
In roasted and swimming In cream
gravy with a lot of chopped Vegetables
all over 'em, a la something or other.
The colonel called him to the dining
room and asked bim about it. Then tbe
colonel got so mud at bis dinner being
mined he grabbed a big fat possum by
the hind legs from the dish and slam
med the chef over the head with it and
run him down the front steps trying to
hit bim again.

'The colonel snid be agreed to pay
that chef a hundred dollars a month,
but any cook who couldn't tlx a possum
right wasn't worth two bits a year. He
sent the chef buck ou the next boat
nnd sent for Aunt Venus, Uncle Jeff's
wife, and she cooked the possums next
day."

Uncle Jeff stood chuckling,
"I wuz dur. "o' Jes' oughtcr seed dat

Frenchy bounce down detn steps. He
wuz fut, an' de colonel he wuz fut too,

a lick at Mm wld every Jump
wid dnt jHissum all smeared over wid
creum gravy I He wuz de maddest w'lte
man I ever seed. De guests ain' quit
Inflin twell yit. I reckon. Hit shore wuz
funny!"

All right hnve your way about the
frost Uncle Jeff," conceded Tom,
uuiy i want to Help eutcn a possum

and eut It If it Is cook?d right."
Now dut's ule way ter tnlk. ii"o'

leave de huiitin ter me en Uuk' Itube,
an' de cookln' ter Mis' Venus, en' all
we axes yo' boys Is ter furnish de np
pertltes eu don' founder yo'se'fs."

We can furnish the appetites all
right, nssured Joe.

'Well, right ntter supper yo' all put
on yo' ole clo'es. eu me en Itubeil git
de dnwgs en do res of do lixlu's."

Joe stayed to supper, and about half
past i Uncle Jeff sounded his horn as
he came hp the front drive, accompa
nied by fonr yelping dogs., Uncle Itube
came from tbe rear of the house carry
ing in one hand a light, sharp ax and n
lantern In the other. Slung across his
buck and that of Uncle Jeff were bun
dles of very rich "fat" pine cut In
splints about the size of a linger and
about four feet long. Each curried an
empty sack wrapped about the cord
that held the pine splints.

What are llio.se pine sticks for?" In
quired Tom. .

"Torches." answered Joe, who wns
an old hand nt the game. "Take four
or five of those long splinters, hold
them together In your hand and light
tho other end and It makes the best
sort of a light harder the wind blows
the brighter It gets."

Whar we better go, Unk' Uube?" In
quired Uncle Jeff.

I soo we stand a lietter chance
over in dat big olo flel' by de creek.
Dey's some simmuiiHes lef on de trees
jit down dur. I come thoo dur yes-llild-

nnd seed wliar possums been
feedln'. Den (ley's plenty black haws
down iu tie bottoms en choke berries
eu red haws too. Dey's plenty er feed,
eu 1 bets we gits er possum er so."

"All light, lead on, le's be going
somewhere." snid Joe, with Impatience,
Untie Jeff sounded bis horn. '1 he dogs
leiipe.1 Joyfully with frantic yelps ami
sprang ahead,

isirty cut through the stable. lot.

rltvn ttt taAfTrrti' fh'A Iaomb ntnM s

the long alope of th hUl where the old
field ,ay other g(je They walk.
ed single file Into the myBterlone night,

.
. ...... . ..Hune wiriL' rn inrirpm ipnfiinir rtion

the boys, and Uncle Jeff bringing up
the renr. As they reached the crest of
the hill they stood still a few moments
while the dogs ranged in front of them.
Directly one of the dogs broke into cry,
Jolned hy the others shortly. '

lu. uuii: near ant r Done struck er
trail erready!"-exclaime- t'nele Jeff In
triumph

"Hot trnll. too." observed L'ncle
Rube. "Weil git dat pie possum In er
mighty few minutes."

The dogs were making the silent
woods ring with their musical notes as
the two men whooped encouragement.
The trail led directly down the long
slope and Into the sweet gum flats near
the creek. .'.

"Makin' fer de swamp." snid Uncle
Jeff. There was a pause In the traflng
cry of the dogs, and the long drawn
out notes gave place to short, excited
yelps.

"Treed, by granny treed a'ready!
Come on!" called Hube. striking it trot
In the direction of flic dogs and yelling
encouragement to them so they would
riot desert the quarry and take up an-
other trail.
". Dnn'ing about the base of n tall, slim
sweet gum tree the four dogs,
Jumping up with forefeet on the trunk

mid baying In a frenzy of excitement
"Dar he lar he!" cried Jeff in Joy,

peering up In the darkness. "Way up
In ile top. See im?"

Tom could merely see un indistinct
blur against the starlight through the
bare branches.

"I gtiess so. I see something!"
' "Climb or cut?" inquired Uncle Uube,
unsllngiiig his bundle of splinters and
making two torches, which he. lit and
gave the boys to hold. As the fat pine
sputtered und flared the light disclosed
two pin points of green light shining
from the dark object.

ut yes. doggone yer! Grinnin' at
us. Is yer? Thinks we ain' gwine git
yer, does yer? Thinks yer too sharp
fer us, hub? Gimme dat nx, Jeff. I'll
have dat tree down "fore yo' c'd git
ter de fust limb cliuibiu'."

Uncle Itube swung the ax. and in
two licks lt bit out an Immense chip
from the tree trunk. Two more licks
brought another, then another.

"Hole dein dawgs, now, Jeff. We
don' want no chawed up possum. Dis
tree is trlmiln' now; two more licks
'11 bring hit down!" cautioned Uube.
Jeff slipped the twine through the col
lars of the four dogs. They were wild
with excitement for they knew what
was coming,

"Look out folkses: tree's
sang Uncle Uube, and with a crash the
tall stem fell. Almost at the same
time Jeff was near where the top
struck tbe ground, scuffling with tbe
dogs, who had' got tangled with bis
legs, and be was trying to keep his
balance and handle tbe lantern at the
snme time.

"Turn dem dawgs loose turn 'em
loose, Jeff! Sly Lawd ha' mussy, ef
we ain't let dat ole possum git erway.
Turn 'em loose quick, befo' be c'n git
far off!"

"Well, ain't he er slick unT com-

mented. Jeff as he finally got untan-
gled from the cord holding the dogs,
und they plunged excitedly Into the
brush of scuffling and snif
fling iu confusion.. They lost several
minutes In thnt way, then broke Into
full cry again, trailing up the hill, men
and boys following us best they could.
It was hardly live minutes after they
took the trad the second time, but the
party hud traveled pellinell over a quar
ter of a mile.

"Don', tell me dut ole possum ain'
been hunted befo' dis!" panted Itube.
"He's time like er deer."

the dogs signaled that they bad
treed again.

"Now we got 'Im.' I nin' gwine take
no mo' chances dem dnwgs kin huve
dey fun eu chuw 'im too. If dey wants.
1 don puppose fer no possum ter muke
me run morse f ter death!" announced
Lucie Jeff.

This time the quarry bad taken to a
full blnckjnck nbout as huge around
as a man's leg.

I'll hole de dawgs, Unk' Jeff hit's
yo time ter cut de tree but I sho Is
gwine ter let dem puppies hi soou's
hit nenrs de groun'."

All right, Jes' so yer don' let 'em
loose en-le- de tree full ou 'em. Detn '8
vnllyble dawgs."

Tom and Joe stood holding the
torches so Uucle Jeff could see tu
wing (ho ax. Directly came the pre

liminary crackling and swaying.
"Iteudy now!" warned Uncle Jeff as

be hit the final lick, and the tree ma-
jestically swayed and fell with a thun
derous crash. A second before It hit
earth Kube turned the dogs loose, and
they were in the treetop ulmost before
lt had settled from the rebound.

Men und boys ran forwurd, holding
their lights aloft and puzzled, too, for
there was the liveliest scrap going ou
In those interlaced brunches and twigs
they hud ever witnessed. The dogs
were snnrling and yelping and bark- -

lug and biting. There were squeals
and howls and growls, and every mln-u(- e

or so a dog would dash out, flap-
ping a badly torn ear or bcwulllne
lustily a bitteu nose.

Why, good gracious erllve, ef dat
In' er gre't big olo coon!" yelled Un-

cle Uube. "Whoopeel Sick 'im, SpotI
Go to "lin, Battler! Sick 'im, dawgsl
Sick liu, boys whoopeel"

1 ho dogs plunged back to the fray.
The coon hnd about bested them lu
the thick branches, but ou the second
nttuck Ilr er Coon made the fatal mis-tak- e

of trying to got Into the open. As
ho cleared the tree nnd lunded In the
grass there wus another mix up of fly-

ing claws and snapping Jaws.
Tho coou lay Hut ou his buck and

fought with all four feet and his teeth.
He. was holding off tho dogs andlu- -
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f'011 " damage" on" ftenT thi.they were on him until the dogs got
?0Wn to tea" "ork and would ruah.
him two at a time on different sides.

was as pretty a team play as ever
a football game exhibited.

Finally Spot managed to iret thai
coon by the throat, mid the lust heartof hlm was n shrill squeal as Spot
shut off his breath and proceeded to
shake the life Oitt of hlm

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

WOODS. ; v;

There was church at this place last
Sunday by Bro. Neff.

Death visited the home of Mr. Lac
Hunt last Monday evening and took
from them their beloved daughter, An-
na. Hhe has been sick for the last two
years. She was 22 years old. The fu-
neral took place Wednesday at the old
home place held by Bro. Isaac Strut- -

Trothe 'to Z ZVr' i f
Airs. Dick Burchett is on the aick :

llst this week.
Miss Ruth Herald and Arthur Brunk

of Mossy Bottom called on friends on
Cow creek Sunday.

William E. Kiddle has commenced
to build a new house on tho lower end
of Pete Burchett's farm. We are glad
tu. have Mr,' Hidde with 'us again.

Miss Lizzie Woods and Dewey Hunt
spent Sunday with Miss Jude Lewis.

Enrle Cumpbell called on Miss Altle
Hunt Sunday.

Oak Burchett and Elmer Morrison
of this place Is attending school at
i'runtonsburo; this winter. .

Misses Ollie and Martha Burchett
are spending the week with Mrs.
Amma Burchett

There will be church at this place
every second Sunday by our pastor,
Bro. NefT.

A LONESOME GIRL.

YATESVILLE.
A minister by the name of Cleveland,

who hails from Frankfort, Ky., has
been carrying on a series of meetings
here fur the last week. He is of the
Methodist persusuion and Is a very
able speaker, and his meetings have
been and are being attended by large
and well ordeerd and highly appre-
ciative congregations and as a result
considerable interest has so far been
manifested.

The biggest snow so far of the season
is now on, but is softening up some at
this writing. On Friday and Saturday
night of last week the mercury went
after the zero point with a little too
much success for our comfort

Reports frpm the William Taylor
well say that the well has been drilled
in and shot and that there is plenty of
gas and considerable oil. The well be-

ing drilled by the Ohio Fuel on the land
of Hester Carter Is now down to a
depth of 1000 ft, and the drillers hope-t-

complete the well within the next
ten days.

COUNTRY GREENHORN.

BUSSEYVItLE.
Rev. M. E. Hill filled his appointment

here Saturday night and Sunday.
There was quarterly meeting Sun- -

day night by District Supt. Davenport
Miss Ruby Plgg and Charley Bor

ders have gone to Huntington to visit .

relatives.
Cullle Meek is confined to the house

with la grippe.
Mrs. Cheap and little daughter, of

Salt Lick, are visiting relatives here
this week.

Andy Cheek is transacting business
in Ohio.

Deputy Sheriff H. B. Thompson was
here on official business one day this
week. ,

Miss Gipsy Thompson spent Sunday
night." with Miss Victoria Judd.

Charley Hughes is on the sick list
Mrs. G. B. Carter of Paintsvllle Is

here visiting relatives. -

Asa Meek came down from William
son Friday. KERRY,

TUSCOLA.
Colds are epidemic Nearly every

one affected. . .

Mrs. Sarah Watson is confined to her
room with cold.

S. L Cunningham of Huntington, W.
Va., is visiting friends and relatives
here.

Roscoe Prince spent Saturday and
Sunday with home folks at Irad.

Ves Woods has gone to Louisa to
school. Ves Is a hustler in his books.

The deepest snow of the season was
Friday and the mercury slipped down
to zero Saturday morning and also
Sunday morning.

James Prichord and one other were
at Cadmus Sunday. They found the
roads very rough and dangerous In
places.

Charley Rice was to see his father
Sunday.

Lark Lawsnn of Glenwood was here
Saturday night on his way to Jericho.
He went back a wiser man than he
came. OLD LEM JUCKLIN.

There have been more Bilos built In
the county the past year than In any
previous year. Some farmers huve two.

very farmer should have one. Wayne
News.

If your business Is not worth adver- -
tiMlnsr advertise it for sale.

ALL ABOUT THE
LEGISLATURE

, The
State Journal

Of Frankfort, Six Issues Per Week.
Only Dally Paper at the State

, ;': Capital.
From Now Until April

1, 1916 For SO Cent.
Less Than 5 Cents a Week.

No other paper will have as large
a staff of reporters as The State
Journal to cover the present session.
If you want to keep posted on all
features of news at the State Cap-

ital, this is your chance.
Keep in touch with State politics

and see what your Representatives
are doing.

8end All Subscriptions to
BIG SANDY NEWS


